
u

MWkWi'W
S&3

sssj?

THOMAS COUNTY OAT.

X. P. WOBCXSTXX ft CO., Pntllalinrs.

COLBY, KANSAS.

GOLDEN-RO-

It stood, the bloomlnjr flowers amonp,
When spring's soft airs were whispering,

And all the woods were ;Ind with song,
A poor, unsightly, weed-lik- e thing.

The summer, with her languid MrIi,
Stole on and warmed the unmoving air,

And yt II the wild bee psissed her by,
And otill she grew neglected there.

All scattered lie the flowers of spring,
The summer's early boom is dead,

The .sonu-bir- have forgot to sine.
The thrush to other haunts is fled.

The mountain wears a misty crown,
The ilrst red leaves are fliifrng by,

Itut to the lields is drifted down
A glory from the glowing sky.

A reflex of the ripened sun.
AH spring and summer stored with care.

The patient plant-heart'- s work is done.
And now all nature owns her lair.

And from each dainty golden cup,
With amber nectar richly stored,
The Ilacchant bees with rapture
And hum love-dittie- s at her board.

Thus the soul that keeps
Within her secret depths airlow,

And feels, as in long dreamful sleeps,
The germ immortal stir and grow

The soul that feared itself so poor,
Half doubtful of its ripening

When autumn's sun hath warmed its core
.May bloom at last, a radiant thine.

Zanske J)andriilgc, in Dtmorcst's Monthly.

PLANCHETTE.

The Message "Which Cured Our
Aunt of a Dreadful Malady.

Other people have different simile?
or obstinacy, hut in our fam.ly we

always said: "As obstinate as Aunt
Eliza.1' Let an idea, no matter how
preposterous, once get a good foot-
hold in my aunt's brain, and there was
an end of the matter; argument, en-

treaty, opposition, ridicule each one
made a worse failure than the other.
Yet my aunt Eliza was the kindest,

soul living. It was she
to whom every one always ran in case
of sudden trouble or sickness. The
sight of her comely and ample person,
and handsome, fresh-tinte- d face, the
cheerfulness of which her widow's cap
softened and dignified, but could not
shadow, was better than medicine to
the patient The poor bleised her in a
dozen language?. And the departing
clergyman regularly commended her to
his successor as a pillar of the temple.
Aunt Eliza being thus obstinate and
lovable, we, her own kindred, took
care not to run our heads against her
whims. Therefore, live 'ears ago,
when she fished a belated planchette
out of some rubbish in the garret, and
took to consulting the little wheeled
monster's scrawls, we merely looked
on in respectful neutrality. When she
and her circle of wonder-worke- rs made
tlu. scrawls into commun cations from
he., late husband, my uncle Eldred, we
discussed Aunt Eli'a's new freak

among ourselves, but in the
presence we were silent. We even
tried to keep Basil Ferris quiet, because
he was in love with Aunt Elia's only
child. Lvde, and we wished him well.
he being a cap tal fellow, of good fam-
ily, who had inherited one of the largest
foundries on the Ohio River.

"Give her her head. Basil, and she'll
come out all right," counseled my
father, who came from Kentucky, and
carried Irs fondness for hordes into his
metaphors.

'It's just because she's so :onesome
and misses Brother Eldre 1," my moth-
er pleaded.

Tim and I. both youngsters then,
thought Planchette great lun. and. to
our own proper shame be it spoken,
were not above gett ng Uncle Eldred
to advise b lthday treats and circuses
with rockl ss 1 berality.

But Bas 1 would not be checked. He
derided Planchette openly, told Aunt
Elia that she was being swindled, and
called Uncle Eldied's messages "twad-
dle."' That put the cip-she- on his
iniquities. An insult to her; elf, my
aunt said, she might have pardoned,
but one to her dead husband never!
She informed Basil that the engage-
ment was over, and told Lyde that if
she married that "sacrilegious voun
uian." she (Aunt Eliza) would die of a
broken heart, and move out of town
and never see her again. Lyde was a
slimmer and younger copy of her
mother, without the obst'nacy; there-
fore the sweetest girl in the world. She
was devoted to her mother, and she be-

sought Ferris to be patient. He was
Jiatient at firsts but as time went by

and the day that was to
have been his wedding day drew near,
without the least abatement of my
aunt's rancor, he began to feel the bit-
terness of his fate. Then something
happened awful enough to scare away
even a lover's impatience. It happened in
this w se. We live in a little Ohio
town in the iron country; the town
is hardly more than a cluster of foun-
dries and their dependencies, the tor-lor- n

cabins of the negroes and the
operatives, the pretty "cottages of the
better class of workmen, the manu-
facturers' villas and square, spacious,
piazza-surround- house? built in the
Southern fashion, and the shops which
supply such a populace. All dav the
sky is smirched by the heavy "black

smoke, all night it is painted by the
flames that pour out of the huge
chimneys. The placets so far south
that summer lingers long and flowers
thrive in the dingy air. My aunt, who
liad traveled, used to say that there
are no lovelier roses in Florence than
ours. Of all our roses the most beau-
tiful grew in Pirate Haines' garden.

Pirate Haines was so called on ac-
count of a grim legend current in the
town, which was rendered the more
credible by his morose temper and
mysterious wealth. He lived all alone
in a big ugly brick house on a high
bank overlooking the river. The pi-
azza, which was as large as a ship's
deck, was decorated in a grotesque
and sinister manner by two carron-ade- s.

A negro man and his wife
lived in a cottage on the grounds,
and served the pirate, and there was
a savage dog to guard the garden.

Vhy th pirate cared for roses i can't
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say. out were was & wenaerrcu quan-
tity of them. Certainly it was not to
give pleasure to his to?ns-peopl- e,

since he had bought a vacant field ling
between his garden and the streets a
field traverse J by a foot-pat- h from time
immemorial and he guarded foot-pat-h

and field with his dog. Now my aunt
had a peculiar fondness for roses, and
she had heard of a certain new variety
possessed bv the pirate, and flourishing
this year in a luxuriance easperating
to all other rose cultivators. "I don't
believe they are so fine," said niy aunt
Eliza one day; "I've a mind to go in
and see." We were close by the field

we three. Aunt Eliza. Lyde. and I.
Aunt Eli.a insisted that Snap, the dog,
was dead, and no new dog had come.
Lyde was afraid. I. happened to have
my first revolver, asecret treasure, which
I was carding to show the bovs, so I
sa'd valiantly that I was not afraid of
anydog. We entered the field, I strut-
ting ahead, with mv fingers grip'ng the
bandit! of my weapon. We exam ned
the roses without misadventure (mv
aunt said their merits had been mrch
exaggerated) and turned to go home.
Half-wa- y an ominous 'sound smote on
our ears a loud, deep growl.

"Oh, Rem, it's the new dog!" gaspe--
Lyde. "Fly for the fence, ma!"

"Xever you mind. Aunt Eliza." sain
I. though mv legs were shaking; "I'll
protect you." Out came the revolver,
and faced the dog. He was a great
yellow and brown beast, big as a lion.
T thought, quaking, and with a hor-
rible mouthful of gleaming white teeth.
He dashed straight after the women.
Too excited to take aim, I fired twice.
I don't suppose that I came within a
ard of him. The pant ng creature,

with his eyes of lire, bounded past, and
the next second I heard a bark and
a crash. Lyde had dragged Aunt Eliza
to the fence, which they both had
mounted. The fence was frail ad
Aunt Eli.a was stout: hence, when the
crash came, all that I could see was a
cloud of dust through which twinkled
Cousin Lyde's red stockings, my Aunt
Elia's black stockings, and the yellow
dog's four legs in the air. A second
later, abreast of the catastrophe. I had
a vision of two gowns tumbled together
on the grass, and the yellow dog be-

fore me. Then it was that 1 fired again.
Probably the beast himself was not
more astounded than I. when he leaped
high in the air. rolled over, and was
dead. Half frightened at my own vic-

tory, I approached him, lying in the
little puff of dust made by his tall. He
lay on his side: flakes of foam dribbled
from his dreadful jaws, his tongue pro-
truded, his dead eyes glared. It seemed
to me that I had made a discovery; but
I should not have blurted it out so
quicklyhad I not a distinct picture in
my mind of the creature leaping over
the two women.

"I've killed him," I shouted. "I
guess he's mad."

My aunt turned white. "Oh. laws!"
she screamed, holding out her arm:
"he bit me. Lj'dc, I'm a dead woman."

There was a jagged tear in the silk
and crape of her blerevc: beneath was
the merest puncture of the skin.

"Nonsense, ma." said Lyde. briskly
(but I noticed that she was paler than
AuntEl'za): "it's only a scratch. Get
a stick. Rem, and twist this handker-
chief tight above the place. That's a
tourni jiiet. You showed me yourself,
ma. Now we'll get :t cauterized, and
then you are perfectly safe."

"Luckily Arp's t ny "pharmacy"
was so near that in ten m'nutes we had
Aunt Eliia in a close carriage with a
bandaged arm.

Arp advised whisky. "But as for
3"our making lourown mother drunk
on whisky. Eliza Prescott." said my
aunt, "1 won't have it. It's disgrace-
ful. No, if I must bo intoxicated. I
will take brandied peaches and cham-
pagne. Your pa always said there was
nothing 1 ke a mixture of 1 quors. Be-

sides. I know it won't do any good: I
always had a strong head. I iemeni-b- t

r when your pa and I to the
top of Milan Cathedral I wasn't a mite
d zzy." When the doctor arrived he
found my aunt solemnly devouring
brandied peaches, while Lyde cried
quietly in the corner, and I kept Aunt
Eliza company with the peaches. The
first question he asked was how we
knew that the dog was mad; and he
didn't. particularly impressed by
my reasons.

"I recko'i the dog was mad at 7o?,"
said he. dryly, "and that's all tiie mad
about him; but you did just right. Miss
Lyde; and you keep quiet for a few
days, Mrs. Prescott, and you'll not
have any more inconvenience."

There was a levity about this way of
treating the matter which did not
please Aunt Eliza. She answered very
stiflly. "The dog was mad. dot-tor- . I
know very well. He was the perfect
image of a mad dog I saw once myself,
just the same ske and color, and his
tongue stuck out the same way. I
know my own danger perfectly, and
you needn't try to deceive me: mv only
chance was to get drunk, and I'm not
getting drunk a mite. Doctor. I
wish you'd send a book on hydropho-
bia to me. and ask Mr. Ray to step in
this even ng; I want to alter my will a
little, andi ought to bejierfeetly ration-
al. Lyde, pas the champagne. Take
a glass yourself, doctor, do."

I saw the doctor's brows contract: he
had known my aunt ever since their
school-day- s in.Kvntticky; he was aware
how obstinate she could be: but he
spoke cheerfully. "Now don't you go
to .imagining things. Mrs. Prescott.
you're all right And don't see any-
body but your sister and her fani.ly,
and keep quiet."

Very little good the last injunction
did; though, sinc I counted fifteen
women going into the house next day.
My Aunt Eliza said that she must see
her friends. Precious comforters they
were, too. They described the symp-
toms of hydropliobia to the very last
horror. It was amazing how many of
them had relat ves or fneeds, or friends
of their friends, who had died ot the
disease in awful agonies, which they
descriled minutely. 'I he few who had
no personal experience had read news-
paper

J

stories to such good purpose that
they were rather more successful in a
ghastly way than the others. Worse
of all. old Pirate Haines (out of sheer
cruelty and malice. I do believe) shook
his head and said thatthedoghad been
acting very qucerly of late.

"I don't want no pay for that dog,"
said the old reorobatc.

"Why the devil d dn't you kill the
brute then?" shouted my father.

I don't say he's rnao,' the pirate
repPed. "1 don't know's he is; I don't
know's he ain'--. I jest cba ned him up
to see, an' he broke the chain."

The whole town's sympathy went to
Aunt Elia, and. naturally enough, the
town's indignation (a sort of twin
brother of sympathy), hunting about
far some one to blame, fell equally on
the pirate and me.

Most people thought that I ought not
to- - have Killed the dog. Mad dogs
should not be k Bed, but captured
alive, and kept in safe confinement
until thedoctors can determine whether
or not the animal is rabid.

They talked as though catching mad
dogs alive was the easiest thing on
earth. Mv father did not object to my
shooting the dog. but told me that I
was "a fool to scare the women." My
mother declared that it all came from
that wicked practice of boys carrying
revolvers. What d d I want with a re-
volver, anyhow? And she promptly
confiscated my cherished weapon. Tim
really was sorry for me. but he thought
that I ought to have lassoed the dog,
just as we saw the cowboys doing with
the buffalo in the "Wild West.''' He
would have done that way himself; he
always carried a rope in his pocket I
was too dejected to rem nd him that,
in spite of shying his lasso at every
brute within reach, he had never suc-
ceeded in noosing anything but an old
blind horse, which ran away with the
rope.

I was m'serable enough those days:
indeed, so were we all. since Aunt
Eliza's case had become serious. Any
stray hopes we m ght have had of
moving her, Planchette extinguished
directly.

"No. Remington." she said, solemn-
ly, to my father; "I know better. I've
been warned from on high. That fatal
day I consulted Planchette about send-
ing some things to Sister Kate in Lex
ington. I thought the message read:
Take a quiet drayman.' You know

the writing is a little indistinct But
when I got home I looked at it again,
and there it was. plain as day, 'You
are in great danger.' Since then El-

dred himself has told me that
I'm doomed. Everything is arranged
about my worldly "affairs. I've sent
word to Sister Kate when the funeral
is likely to be. so she can come over;
and I've engaged Hatchett for the un-

dertaker Pierce snillles and hems so
it would disturb me in my coffin. I
know. And I've bought some stout
canvas to bind mo "

"Oh, Lord bless the woman!" father
burst out, in a fury between rage and
grief. "Eliza, you're just imagining
ourself mad."
"Indeed I'm not Remington Pres-

cott. I read the whole of Youact on
the Dog.' You are right cruel to talk
so to a dying woman."

"You're not a dying woman."
"I am. too." said my aunt Eliza.
Actually, both growing warm, they

nearly had a nuarrel on the spot.
Lyde begged us in future not to ar-

gue with her mother. "You know how
firm ma is." sa'd Lyde. "Firm" struck
me as a filial word. By this time the
doctor was at h's wits' end. Promptly
upon the ninth day Aunt Eliza was
seized with a shivering fit, and took to
a darkened room and smiling chloro-
form. Svmptoms described by sympa-
thizing friends appeared in force. "See.
now." said the doctor, with a groan,
"I know she hasn't anything but lysso-pho- b

a; that's a sort of spurinis vab'es,
you understand just imag nary. 1'vo
watched her and she hasn't any hy-

peresthesia to .speak of. and there isn't
the extraoi d nary reflex sensib'lity of
the real rabies. No. sir. But she'll kill
herself jut the same. Why. s r. there
are cases where men have gone raviig
mad and died from the bite of a dog
found afterward in perfect health. It
"s awful about Mrs. Prescott. She has
ordered a muzzle, as sure as you live.
I tell vou, s r when I heard about that
I felt like cry ng."

"It mak-- s vie feel like swearing."
growled my father. "Ferris, what do
you say:

Basil was in New York at the time
of the accident As soon as lie heard
about t he came home; he fiad only
been home a day. "I th nk. sa d Basil,
"that I'll take "a walk with Rem over
to the scene."

He was vcy kind and forbearing
with me, saying: "You acted for the
be t. Rem. and if the dog had been
mad. the sooner they knew it the bet
ter; fine's money with mad-do- g bites."
That was the way Lyde had talked,
too but. of course, I thought a great deal
more of it comiig from Basil, Lyde be-

ing only a girl. He looked very tall
and handsome and determined as hs
strode along. 1 admired him im-

mensely, and a gleam of hope light-
ened my heart; perhaps he might
think of "something. It did not take
long to conduct lrm to the pirate's
field. There was the fence, not vet
mended, the broken rails and trampled
grass. Basil examined everything
wth frowning attention. Finally he
called me to him and showed me a
shred of something black fluttering
from a projecting nail.

"Do you sec tnatr said he, pulling
it away"

I saw that it was a piece of black
silk, with a bit of crape on the edge.
"I th'nk it's a p'ece of Aunt Eliza's
dress." I said: --she must hr,e caught
it when she fell. She had on a black
silk 'ress."

"Is that all you see," said Basil.
Do you see that button? Well, I've

seen the dres. This scrap didn't
come from the sk'rt: there are no but-
tons on the skirt: it must hare come
from the waist somewhere. The posi--f

on of the button shows it did not
come from the front of the waist; ic
is inst tacked on to the crape in the
middle. It must have come from the
sleeve a little above the wrist, b-
ecause"

I interrupted hm. crying: "I see
what you're driving at lhafs just
where Aunt Eliza was b tten "

"Where she wasn't bitten, yon
mean." said Basil. "This confounded
nail has made all the mischief."

"Oh. a n't it a joke on Aunt Eliza,
though?" said I. and in the relief and
the revulsion of feeling I bean to
laugh. "Hurrah! Aunt El'za" won't
die; and she'll let you marry Lyde,
'cause you found it out."

But Ba.il remained as unsmiling as
the fence rads. lt would be all very
well, that with'most people." said he.
quietly, "but don't you know that when
Mrs. Prescott takes a notion into her

head, all the logic la the world won't
change her? She is determined that
she has hydrophobia, and that devilish
planchette has so turned her head that
she won't listen to any sense. The
doctor told herhat he was sure that
the dog wasn't mad, but it didn't afreet
her a partcle. She said mavbe he
hadn't gone mad enough yet for his
brain to show it, but he had'gone mad
enough to give the disease to other
people, and she had it. She would say
a piece of the sleeve had blown on to
the nail, if we tried to reason with her.
No, Rem: I tell you we shall have to
try another dodge. You'll help me,
won't you? And I know you know
how to write with planchette."

"Rather." said I, grinning, for I
saw that he was in the secret of those
hints of Uncle Eldred's regarding the
circus and like follies.

1 went home with Basil, and spent
the afternoon in his room. When I
returned to our house in the even-
ing. Basil went in and saw mother.
She came out to me flushed and ex-
cited, and kissed me tenderly, say-
ing:

Do you think you can do it. Rem?
Oh, be careful, vox boy."

"I'll trv, ilia,- - I answered, feeling
rather shaky and solemn. Then a
great basin of beef tea was given to
me as a pretext for going, and I was
sent over to Aunt Eliza's. She did
not see general visitors now, but I had
always been a favorite, and Lyde took
me into her mother's room. It was
so dimly lighted that 1 could only dis-
tinguish the outlines of the bed and a
table near it on which were sheets of

fiaper and a planchette. Aunt Eliza
the bed, looking very much

as usual; but poor Lyde, who stood
beside her, had cried herself to a
shadow.

"Is it you, Rem?" said Aunt Eliza,
in her old, kind voice, which made a
lump come into my throat "I'm
glad you've come. I have wondered
why you didn't come sometimes. I
wanted to see you aga'n. And I'm
feeling very comfortable this evening,
tell your ma. your birth-
day, isn't it? I had Aunt Susannah
bake a pound-cak-e for you. And
here's a little box with something in it
for I just got it ready.
You needn't be afraid, dearie. I won't
hurt you now."

"Oh, I aint afraid," I stuttered, my
heart beating like a I
took the box and went back to Lyde.
She touched my hand a second. As
she did so she slipped the end'of a
horse-ha- ir into my palm. The other
end I knew was on the planchette. I
stood a little distance frcra the table,
with my hands behind me.

Lyde went to the other side of the
bed. All at once she uttered a loud
exclamation: "Ma, do look! What's
thematter with Planchette?"

Up and down the table careened tho
instrument of mystery. It must be
confessed that its movements were
awkward, but tiien in a single after-
noon one can 'not learn all the possi-
bilities of a horse-hai- r motor.

Aunt Eliza was not critical; the weird
gyrations impressed her instantly.
"Give it to me," she said, "it wants to
write."

But Planchette declined flatly to
write, bobbing out of her reach the in-
stant she rested her fingers on the
board.

"Let me try, "said Lyde. Whereupon
Planchette vau'fed clean off tho table
and loll at mv fct

It'o Rem." said my aunt, solemnly.
"I alwavs said that it wrote better for
him and Tim than for anybody else.
There wasn't the leastdifiicultyiu read-
ing the r messages. Don't you re-
member how plain that one about the
circus was? Try it, Rem."

I put the th ng on the table. It was
quiet enough now (good reason why).
I laid my hands on it w.th the queerest
feeling of the mingling of comedy and
tragedy in the scene. "It's wr ting,"
I announced presently; "you'll ha'.e to
open the bl nds to read, though. As
L)de opened the blind of the window
behind the bed. I could sec Has 1 Ferr.s
pacing his fast bays in his beach wagon
up and down the street

Th s is the message which Planchette
wrote and Lde read out loud:

Dk ut Kli.a: I am your brother Dan. El-
dred can't come, lie didn't write the mes-
sages which you have had. You have been
deceived by ial-.- e spirits. You have not jrot
hydrophobia, not a bit of it. 'ilicdogdid
not bite you. Yon toie your arm on the nail
in the fence. There is a piece of tho dre-j- on
the nail now. Go and see. .Brace up! you
won't die."

Lyde's voice tremoled so that she
hardly could pronounce the words, and
Aunt Eliza sat up in bed clutch ng the
coverlet her face paler than it was the
day that she told me shejjwas b tten.

"Fetch me the dress wa st" she
gasped "the one I had on you
know."

"It's right in the closet, ma." said
L de.

When :t was brought my aunt looked
at the lent in the sleeve carefully be-
fore she turned to me and said: "I'm
very much obliged, brother Dan. I'll
go. Is there anything more?"

I kept mv linger tips on the plan-
chette board for full five minutes, but
it was quite motionless.

Aunt Eliza drew a long sigh. "Well,
Dan, tell Eldred 1 thank him. He al-
ways was right Remington, run out.
honey. You look as white as a sheet.
Tell Aunt Susannah to give a glass
of wine. And. Lvde, halp me get up
and dress myself; Im going to look at
that fence."

I was not particularly surprised a lit-
tle lat.:r. as we all three sallied into the
street to sec Bas l's bays trott.ng to-
ward the reddening west where the sun
was tetling."

Oh. ma," said Lyde, "there's Mr.
Ferris. If if "

"Basil Bas 1 Ferris!" called my aunt
Eliza; "stop and take us in ! Of course
I'm not angry with him now, Lyde,"
she explained, wh le Basil eagerly ap-
proached us. "I was angry at his call-
ing your pa's messages twaddle; but if
the; weren't your pa's I think as likely
as not the- - icert twaddle. Thank you.
Basil. Will yo-- i forgive an obstinate
old woman who wants to be your
mother-in-law- ?"

Basil caught h's breath, and then
well, he iust caught Aunt Eliza in his
arms and kissed her.

He drove us to the field, and Aunt
Eliza saw for herself the silk and craco
on the nail. A small boy near walked
away at our approach. That small
boy," as I have learned s'nee, had been
on guard over the nail ever since Bos.l

and 1 left it Aunt Eliza was perfectly
calm. She admitted at once that she
had deceived herself, and going home
talked of nothing but the details of
Lyde's wedding, which she wished to
prepare for at once; but when she was
back home she sank into a chair and
burst into tears.

"Oh. Lyue," she sobbed, "I'm glad
to live, arid I d dn't want to go crazy
and bite people; but it is hard to think
that it wasn't your pa writing to me all
the time. I don t see how they can let
the bad spirits perform so."

After this my aunt recovered speedily,
nor has she ever had an3 return ot her
disorder. But it was not until very
lately that Mrs. eFrris ventured to con-
fess the ttuth acout Planchette's pre-
scription. One little part of the story I
am sure that she never will tell her
mother. Basil told it to me yesterday.
I had praised the ingenuity of his treat-
ment

"But it was mighty lucky," I added,
"that the silk happened to catch on the
nail, and stay there."

"Well, as to that," said Basil. "I put
that bit of silk there myself just before
I took 3'ou over. Lyde tore it out of
the sleeve for me."

"But how, then, d'd you know that
she tore her arm on the nail that the
dog didn't bite her?"

"Oh. I didn't know," replied Ferris;
"I don't know now." Octave Thanct,
in Harper's Weckli.

DARK ROOMS.

Their Untiealthruluesi and the Value of
Light as a Remedial Agent.

The relics of a darker age, even,
seem to crop out in some communities,
but few are more conspicuous than that
of darkening rooms simply because
some one is sick, supposing this to be a
remedial measure. In certain forms of
disease, as the measles, for example.
m which the light seems unpleasant to
the eyes, there may be some reason for
excluding the bright light, yet its ne-

cessity, even in th s case, is not admit-
ted, since it is possible to exclude
the light from the eyes by bandaging
them. Indeed, a wet cloth, seyeral
thicknesses, will exolude the light, as
much as may be necessary, at tho
same lime reducing the lo?al heat pro-
moting the comfort of the patient

As de from this one idea of avoid ng
the local pain in the from bright
light I am able to see no valid reason '

for the exclusion of the light. On the
contrary, there are many reasons in fa-

vor of a plentiful supply of solar light
Such l'ght is cheering, favor ng hope,
vivacity, both d.rectly and indirectly
invigorating. In most forms of hick-ne- ss

there is a tendency toward de-

spondency and discouragement. While
the mind exerts a potent inlluence over
the body, often exerting a greater in-

fluence than medicine as we are as-

sured in the Scriptures the gloom of
a dark room, with the "long faces" and
disheartening words of attendants, ex-

cluding hope from the bosom of the pa-

tient must depress, diminishing the
chances of recovery.

We shall see that thii is a matter of
great importance w;;en we remember
that the will-pow- er is a verj- - important
element in the cure of disease, the
faithless, those impressd w.th the idea
that recovery is impossible, seldom re-
covering: while those absolutely detcr-- m

tied 10 live, who are hopeful, not
believing their case at all dangerous,
surprise" the'r friends bv st prompt re-
covery. Again. 1 ght i a purifier of
the air, which pur iicatiou is more in
demand in the .sick-roo- m than else-

where. Indeed, light and air are the
two most important remed al agents
furnished by nature, w thout which it
is impossible long to survive. Since
disease is but an e"ort of nature to
throw oil the d seasing causes and ten-
dencies, the eflcte matters passing off
freely through the pores and from tho
lungs to a far greater extent than is
usually supposed, it is a matter of vital
importance to admit the light, that the

s exhalations may be allowed
to es ape. scattered by ti:e direct in-

fluences of the rays of the sun. It is
well to have tiie patient, as 1 s
possible, in the direct rays of the sfm.
whi'e the clothes and bedding should
be freely expo-e- d to the light' and a r.
once in six nours. in case
of especial malignity of the
disease. In this way the
germs of d sc?se are scattered, this
lrght do ng more thorough work than
can be do iu in washing, during the
same t me. Indeed, such licht influ-
ences will reatlily dispense with one-hal- f

of the ord nary wash ng.
It is proper here to add that there is

often a fear in reference to the chang-
ing of the beddirg and clothing or the
sick. This is very absurd, the fear

more generally than otherwise,
to the danger of "taking cold." In
acute forms of disease, the danger is
verv slight, if, indeed, it is possible, in
a high fever, or acute inllammation.
In such cases, if compelled to elect be-

tween the two. I would prefer light
air and good nursing. wth no raedi-in- e.

togo'id nictical treatment, de-

prived of these useful a ds. though it
is not needful to dispense with either.
The great demand of the age is more
sunl ght, pure air. cleanliness, more in-

tellectual light anil more moral puritj
Dr. J. II. Uanaford, in Golden Rule.

The Latest in Bogus Euttcr.

"The latest novelty in the manu-
facture of bogus butter," said Assist-

ant Commissioner Van Valkenburg.
"is the use of gelat ne.- - The mak-

ers of oleomargarine first began with
clean beef fat. then used common
dirty fat, and have now come down to
pork grease. This is not however,
cheap enough, and they have been
extending it with cotton-see- d oil. se-

same oil. and other substances. Hard-
ness is given by stcarine. Tney have
just struck upon gelatine, whi-- ;e
made of the hoofs of neat cattle and
horses. Of i'self it costs as much as
the other things, but it possesses an
unequalled power to absorb water,
which costs nothing, and 'nvo or three
pounds ot gelatine to the keg Teduces
the expense of making thr. whole mix-
ture to five or six cents a pound."--N- .

Y. Sun.
i

Watering milk in Vlorida i pna
ishable by imprisonment for ten year

Chxagc Time.

GENERAL.

simThe Cherokee Nation has no law
for the collection of debts.

Scientific inquiry is being made--'

into the med.cal virtues ef dogs'
tongues.

A Bridgeport (Conn.) woman com-
mitted suicide because of the noise
made by her neighbor's children.

The United States and Territories,
if as 'densely populated as Saxony,
would have a population equal to the
present of the world.

"It takes a superior woman to be
an old maid." says Miss Sedgwick,
which is equal to "saying that women
prefer to be inferior. --V- "' Indepen- -
dent.

Eighty years was the age of an in-

habitant of Youngstown. O.. who re-
cently married a sixteen- - ear-ol- d girlr
three weeks after his wife's death.
Pittsburgh Post.

SuchgreatmamifacturersasKrupp,
WLitworth. Armstrong and Hotchkiss- -

have to send to America for all their"
screw-ba- r wrenches. About eighty
thousand dozen are exported to Europe
annually. Chicago Times.

A genuine Stradivarius violin was-recen- tly

sold in Germany for $5,000.
The Emperor bought ouo of these in-

struments some years ago for 1,700,
and gave it to one of his chamber mu-
sicians to play on. Felix Meyer.

Owing to the frequency of fatal
mistakes through the great "sim larily
in appearance of morphine and quinine'
a physician urges the p'an of colorings
morphine red and enacting a law pro-
hibiting the sale of white morphine.
Ar. Y. Tribune.

A society lady at Newport says she-;a- n

gather at any time a hundred
young, handsome and rich women as
guests: but to find half a dozen young:
men who are not spoiled with admira-
tion, selfish and egotistic, would exceed,
her ability. N. 1. Graphic.

A monument is to be erected at.
Thornton's Ferry, N. H.. to the mem-
ory of Matthew Thorntop, one of

of the Declaration of Inde-
pendence. The State Legislature has
autnonzed the Governor and Council
to expend $1,000 for that purpose.

A 400 madstone brought from.
Ireland to New York, has been in

of the P.les family, of Snlli-va- n
County, for 200 years. It is gry

in color, is full of pores, and seems to
be as light as so much paper. One
thousand persons have used it, and its
present value is $400. A. Y. Herald.

The latest device by which people
in Pittsburgh are swindled is by the
saje of English span ows dyed to rep-
resent canaries. Of course, the only
lemons deceived are those who know

fittie of birds. About a thousand b.rds
were sold in Pittsburgh during the
summer that lost their color in ten
days. Pittsburgh Post.

A good deal of horror has justly
been lately expres ed touching the
atrocities perpetrated by the King of
Dahomey. Still, it may not be gener-
ally known that we have cannibalism
nearer home. In Brazil there arc no
fewer than six cannibal tribes, whose
custom it is for mothers to eat their
dead children, pounding up the bones
into maize, the mourning lasting until
all is consumed. Christian at Work.

Milo Collins, the half-bree- d Indian
who placed $14,000 in one of our banks
this week started in the business of
stock rai-in- g w.th two or three head
of cattle a few years ago. Yearly he
has disposed of a portion of his in-
crease, and recently sold his herd for
$22,000. This shows the poss.bilities
of stock raising. Milo is married to a
deaf woman of the Crow tribe, and
takes life very cay, surrounded by his
horses, cows and offspring. Bozeman
(Montana) Chronicle.

A young lady died in the Roosevelt
(New York) hospital last May shortly
after undergoing a surgical operation
for the removal of a sarcoma, a species
of tumor of the malignant type from
her face. She was engaged at the time
to be married to a New York police
captain's son. Recently the latter had
also a sarcoma removed from his face,
and the cases arc regarded as unusually
interesting, since, if there is anything
more than a remarkable coincidence in
them, it is that a tumor can be con-
tracted by contagion or sympathy.
Buffalo Express.

Will'am Unangst has an odd
name, and on a recent evening there
A'as revealed at his house up in Berks
an odd scene. No less than thirteen
spinning wheels so placed that they
formed a circle, were handled by thir-
teen fair llax spinners, and the flax"
that they spun was twenty years old.
A flush cftme into the cheeks of a.
wrinklei granddarae as she looked on
from the center of the circle, for it
"minded" her, she sa:d. of days lane
syne. All went as merry as a marriage
bell, nor is it amis to add that the
Penelopes who took part did full and
fair justice to the feast that followed.

Philadelphia Press.
An amusV sight greeted the

guests of a New York "turtle club" as
they filed into the banquet hall the
other day. A large turtle reclined afc '
ease on its back on a bed at the m'ddle
of a long table. A p How of dowa
supported ita head, and the bedcloth-in- g

had been carefully tucked around
it Over its head a rubber hose wit
suspended, and a.streara of wafer pass-
ing through a gardener's sprinkler kept
the shelfish in a contented state of mind.
A wreath of myrtle surrounded its-hea-

Over the head of the bed was-th- e

legend:
With the olive and the myrtle
Do we crown the Kentle turtle:
Give ua credit for our kindness, Mr. Bena,

N. Y. Tribune.
A Viennese paper contains an

which runs as follows:
"My name is Freder'ck. I am as poor
as I am ugly, and if anvth-n- can ex-
ceed my stupidity it is mv disagreeable
character. Jn spite of these disad-
vantages I aspire to marrv. Is thera
any lady who will have me?" This is
not a very invitng program, but the
gentleman has nail many letters of in-
quiry. Women have an "instinctive in--
sight into human nature, and proba-
bly feel that the advert sor can not be-a-

stupid as he dec-lare-s n mself. and,
may have better qual.tles than lie pre-
tend?. At most 110 requires somo kind
individual to console him for h's de-
ficiencies, and old maids as a rule ar

creatures. 21 Y. Sun
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